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village. None the less his self-esteem had been wounded, and
Ibis father's remarks involuntarily caused him annoyance.
The mistress of the hut went into the kitchen and, reading
approval in the face of his fellow-villager Bogatiriev, who
had also arrived with the transport, Pantaleimon returned
-4o the topic disturbing him.
" So it's true that you don't want to go farther than the
boundary ? " he asked, addressing himself generally to the
cossacks in the room.
His sheepish, kindly eyes blinking, Prokhor Zykov was
silent, quietly smiling. Mitka Korshunov, who was squatting
near the stone, finished his cigarette. Three other cossacks
were sitting or lying on the benches, but nobody replied to
the question. Bogatiriev waved his hand bitterly.
" They don't seem to trouble much about these things,"
he said in his deep bass voice.
" And why should we go further ? " one of the cossacks
asked lazily. " Why should we ? My wife's dead and left
me with orphan children, and am I to- throw away my life
for nothing ? "
" We'll drive them out of the cossack lands, and then
back home for us ! " another cossack resolutely supported
him.
Mitka Korshunov smiled only with his eyes, and twisted
his thin moustache.
" I could go on fighting for five years ! I like it ! " he
declared.
At that moment there was a shout outside in the yard :
" Turn out!   To horse ! "
" There, now you see! " the first cossack to speak
exclaimed in despair. " Here we are not yet dry from the
rain, and they're shouting ' Turn out! ' That means up
into position again. And you talk about boundaries. What
boundaries are there ? We ought to be going home. We
must try to make peace, and you talk ..."
_The alarm proved to be unfounded. Gregor angrily led
his horse back into the yard, needlessly kicking it in the
groin and snorting:
" Walk straight, you devil! "
" What was the alarm for ? " Pantaleimon, who was
smoking at the door, asked the cossacks as they entered.